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WIFE V/ILLED HIM NEW BRIDE,
AUTHOR SAYS; SEEKS DIVORCE

Nicholas Dunaewy As-
serts Nina Byron
Deserted Him to
Pursue Pleasuic
When He Became
I11 and Poverty-
Stricken After Giv
ing Her All He Pos-

sessed.

NEW YORK, Sept. 30.

UST before Edith Don-
nerberg, the beautiful
Russo-Danish poetess,

Nina Betts Byron (abouve) willed to Nicholas Dunaew by
his first wife, Edith Donnerberg. He is now seeking a

divoroe.

sailed for Europe, never to
return, she said to her hus-
band, Nicholas Dunaew, the
actor-playwright : )
“Take care of Nina, al-
ways, if anything should
happen to me."”’
Nicholas Dunaew, con-
valescing in Roosevelt Hos-
pital, after seven operations,

recalled the words of his
wife with Dbitterness this
week and ecommented:
“T obeyed Edith and 1
did take eare of Nina
faithfully,. Then when

word ecame that Edith had
died abroad I was kinder
than ever to Nina for the
gake of my dead wife, and
four years ago I married
Nina—and so I am here,
ill, deserted and in pov-
erty, while Nina heartless-
ly pursues pleasure.”’

The Nina of the strange
romance, in which the first
wife virtually bequeathed a
second wife to her husband,

is Nipa Betts Byron, who
has been prominent as an
actress and dancer on the

stage and sereen for several
years.

Nicholas Dunaew, with his
head heavily bandaged and
his features haggard after

the long series of serious
operations, spoke of  her
with savage contempt, say-
ing:

“Never was a woman So
heartless, so  ungrateful!
Edith and 1 met her in the
studio of a friend, when she
was virtually destitute. We
took ecare of her and her
mother, even when our own
funds were seant.  Edith
thr 1 was taking ‘'soeeial
courseg at Colnumbia Univer-
sitv, after having won hon-
ars abroad.

“When the war eame she went
back as a wvolunteer nurse and
ghe was killed as a reanlt of her
patriotism I taught Nina DBetta

then, for T was starring in motion
pictures and had written several
playe, T took her and her mother

to Callfornia and established them
comfortably in a
Hollywood.

bunganlow in

“1 taught Nina acting and the
technigue of the stage. 1 got her
parta at firgt, and
then gradually she learned
enough to play oppoeite the stars
in important pictures We were
married. It was Edith's wish and
I thought that 1 the girl.
But now I am suing her In Los
Angeles for divoree, for she has
humiliated and deserted She
killed my love!"

Nicholas Dunaew, wiping drops

A

parts, small

]ll\'l‘

me.
hams

of perspiration from his drawn
face, declared that he had exerted
every effort to stimulate and re.
tain the love of his wife, Every
luxury she sought, he eald, he
gave her, including an automoblils
for her own use exclusively.

They parted on friendfest termas,
ne went on, when she asked if It
would not be well for her to join
the Denishawn Dancers on the
road to perfect her own dancing.
The actor added, with acridity:

“1 ngreed that she should go
for a short time, but the short
time hecgme a long time, and [
hecame worrled. [ wrote to her.
She did not answer. [ did not
know where she was, Finaly 1
heard that she was in New York
and I wrote there. Then she
wrote 4hat she had jolned the
Folllee, and told me many un-
truths about the girla in that
organization.

“1 came to New York only to
find that she had jolned Raymond
Hitcheock's company, and had
gone to Boston I went there
after writing to her and making
an appointment, I walted and
walted In the lobby of the theater
and finally she came,

“A CHANGED WOMAN"

“But, oh, how changed ghe
was' She was not the girl T had
married, not the wife who had
left me! When I asked her why
she had kept me waiting so long
she answered gnrily that she had
been eseeing the wsights of the
thwn with a party of friends."”

Soon after that, Dunaew said,

he became 111 and he asked Nina,
who had assumed the
Ryron at his suggestion,
to him She refused, he added,
and then:
“When |
begged her to

name of
to come

became worse, |
help me and she
answered that she could do noth-
ing for me. Later when I had
only 40 cente between myse!f and
gtarvation, I wrote to her tom
help and she replied that she
might have done mo only Christ-
mas was coming and she had too
many Christmas expenses to help
me. Afterward she told me that
she did not want any more to,do
with me and that she Intended
to go her own way. 8o I brought
suit for divorce on the ground of
desertion.”

Aa to the whereabouts of his
wife, Dunaew sald he had no
knowledge but belleved she was

L4

playin in or New York
under an assumed name. He said
that he was seeking no pity since
he was dictating a play from his
gick-bed and” was confident thai
with the restoration of his health,
he would return to his forme,
position In his profession,

When he went to Roosevelt Hos
pital, the surgeons told him plain
ly of the gravity of his case and
the first preparation he made war
to notify his attorney In Los
Angeles to press the sult vigorous-

near

Iv. In the event of his death,
Dunnew hoped, he mald, that he
would first he free of his wife,
find he, added:

“That is all 1 ask for now,
Hving! Just to be free of that
woman who has destroyed my

faith in womankind!”

Fifteen New Stars
Appear Each Year

LONDON, Bept. 30.

MAN\' of the distinguished gver-

draa astronomera who have
come to London for the centenary
of the Roval Astronomical Boclety
were present at a meeting of the
Britilsh Astronomical Association,
where an interesting discussion on
the measurement of vast spaces of
the sky took place.

Dr. Shapley led off with a full
account of his investigation of atars
in clusters, from which he had
reached the conclusion that the
greateat diameter of the Milky
Way cluater was of the order of
100,000 parsecs, or about 300,000
light veara

It has been found that fifteen
new atars, down to about the tenth
magnitude, appeared every
Bo that in the thousand
years auggested as the
earth there been
great deal of evolution

Dr. Shapley considers that the
origin of the whole system was
probably a huge globular cluster
containing many smaller clusters,
and those near the main plane of
lh? galaxy have mpread out into
open clusters under the gravita-
tional forces of the system, wo that
there are practically no globular
clusters in the Milky Way itself.

But since there are 43 to north
of it and 43 to the south, he Is
forced to conclude that they do not
belong to the same system. He
thowed some very fine lantern
slides of nebulas asd clustors.
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Do You Really Want That Divorce?

-'-
(-]

VERY divorce I8 the result of
E two hallucinations.

The first occurred some
two—{ive—or ten years ago, when
Peggy thought that Bob was tha
dearest fellow allve, the divinest
dancer, the most clever, generous,
fascinating person she ever met,
and when in a whirl of grend.
mother's lace and mother's sllver,
and new suits, hats, stockings and
frilly lingerie, she became Mra.
Bob,

The second hallucination (s In
process of dreary realization today,
when Bob has mysteriously turned
into a commonplace, uninteresting
man, who isn't going to make a
million a year, after all; who
doesn't admire Peggy's type any
more; who doesn't like her friends,
approve of her clothes, or laugh
at her jokes; who “glooms” around
the house in the occasional even-
Ings that find him there, and
whose nicest mannér has become
one of civil, cool boredom.

When they meet downtown for
luncheon now Peggy doesn’'t flut-
ter up to him, all shy eyelashes
and violets and fragrance, and
breathe the old, adoring:

““Hello, you darling old handsome
thing! Did you think 1 wasn't
coming?"’

And Bob does not reply by bend-
Ing over her littlenesg and sweet-
nesa with a sort of Intoxication,
and murmuring:

“Oh, you beautiful—you angel—
my own little aweetheart!"

GREATEST HALLUCINATION.
N, Peggy ralses an appraising,

Indifferent eyebrow now, and says-
Do wear )uhr other sult tomor-

row nnd send that to the cleaner!"”

And Hoh. who hatea [Deggy's
chum, Harrlet Brice, anewers only:

“Oh, you got the hat, did you?
1'll bet Harriet helped you plck it
out!"

Bo they stop lunching together
on shopping days—what's the use?

And Peggy. handsome and right
cous a8 she pours tea, tells her
beat friends that she Isn't going
1o stand it, this way. Her life and
Bob's in simply a sham, It's ridicu.
lots to keep It up.

Nobody knows, she says, how
cruel Bob can be. Just In little
ways, but—well, now for instance,
he wouldn't tell her whether he
wanted to go to the Watsons' din-
ner or not, for days, and then she
meets (Carol Watson, and Carol
says so sweetly, "Oh, I'm so glad
vou can come on Friday!" Im
agine the humilitation for Peggy!

l.ois of little things llke that—

they don't gound so terrible, but
it's the way Bob does them. Life
has become Impossible on his
termsa: she hates his house, his
volce, the sound of his step.

S0 Peggy Indulges in a third
hallucination. ®&he #sees hersell

smartly established in an Independ
ent little apartment, doing—at last’
—what she wanta to do, seeing the

persons she wants to see, free—
free—{free!
But a thousand—ten thousand

Peggies are proving at this exacgt
minute that this is the greatest
halluelnation of all.

DIVORCE I8 CONFESSION.

Such a divorce—and It is the
common type—is a confession on
, Peggy's part.

S8he doesn’'t know it, but she is
tacitly admitting that her happi-
ness in life I8 In the hands of
other persons,

Bob, who was all handdome, ad-
mirable fineness in 1915, Is every-
thing contemptible and common-
place in 1822, But that lsn't the
tragedy, after all. The tragedy ir

that Peggy is letting Bob's deo-
ficlenciea create similar gaps in
her own character.

An long as any woman's happi-
ness |8 of another person's making
rather than of her own, that
woman |8 unhappy and her life is
a fallure. And the only reason
that second marriages are some-
times more successful than first
marriages is because the womnan,
or man, or both, have learned
gomething through the pain and
humiliation of -that first misery.

A second marriage? Yes, but
we haven't come to that. Peggy
is merely free, now, and in her
little independent establishment.
And how different it all proves to
be from what she Areamed!

HAS NO “WRONGS."”

She hese no more "“wrongs''
about which to talk. On the con-
trary, the eode decrees now that
she speak only lovally and kindly
of  Bob, and to her consternation
ghe dimcovers here and there an
old friend who actually sympa-
thizes with Bob.

And then she isn't asked abou!
as she used to be; a recently-
divorced woman must have an
escort and a dinner companion
provided, and hostesses shrink
away from the preblem of the
extra, detached man as from ‘he
Black Plague.

And the bachelors ahe knowa,
the men that used to drift in and
out of Bob's house so sympathet-
leally and easily-——they don't come
any more, They can't. For Peggy
to entertain, an eMgible bachelor
now would mean onl, one thing—
that he was iInterested in Peggy

+ | sult of two hallucinations.
L L

Every divoroe is the re-

As long as any woman's
happiness is of another
n's making rather
than her own, that woman
is unhappy and her life is
a failure. And the only
reason that second mar-

The world is full of
drifting, eager, dissatis-
fled women, sharply desir-

to be re-established
and wearisomely harping
upon the one article of

womn?
L ]

one divine element—Love.

that divorce?

their creed—that Bob is a seliish, mean, unbearable brute.
But what has any one of them gained by divorce that she
might not have had anyway under her husband’s protec-
tion and with all the dignity of a decently married

]
We livo in a world of miracles, all worked out by the
And which of us doesn't

know of marriages that have mysteriously worked out
from utter failure to a generous measure of success?

A happy marriage is a life work. Do you really want

And Peggy cannot risk “talk” at
any cost,
Bhe determines to be a bread-

winner; women are doing won
derful things with shope, anl
frocks, and even dancing, now

goea daily 10 a
theatrical school, she studles in
terior decorating, or she opens
with a friend, a little tea roou,
all yellow lanterns and small
roatly gifts.

It doesn't work. Never havin:
had the secret of happiness, =h
hasn't it now; she speeddy de
cides that a second marriage (s
her only way out, and—if she s

adays. Peggy

fortunate—she makes (t, usually
with a man who does not com-
pare favorably to Bob, In mos:

ways
The world is full of these drift-
ing, eager, diseatisfied women.

sharply desiring to be pe-estal
lished, and wearisomely harping
upon the onv arctile of their oroed
—that Bob is a selfish, mean, un
bearabile hrute

har any one of them
that

But what
gained by divorce
not have had anyway under her
husband's protection and with all
the dignity of a decently married

she might

woaiman?

If Bob really i8 a brute, then
sooner or later Peggy s sure of
that universal sympathy that
never falls a fine woman married
to an inferior man

If Peggy rveally can become a
money earner, if she has the
humility, the patience and the
courage that even a mordest career
demands, then why not begin that
career a=x Mra. Bob, and accord to
Bob meanwhlie the kind, polite

JUST HOW WICKED IS

GREENWICH VILLAGE?

“Excellent Place for the Strong, But Might

Dangerous for the Weak,”

Verdict of One

of the Oldest Residents.

By JOSEPH 8. ROGEKS,
Universal Rervice,
NEW YORK, Sept. 30

HAT |s Qreenwich Village?
W 1s it wicked? If so. how
much, and if so, why?

Does it compare with the Latin
quarter of Paris? 1Is it a place
where art can be pursued for art’s
sake alone? Ie free love tolerated”
Is it a place for the young and
unsophisticated girl or youth—or
the experienced?

Greenwich Village, that myste-
rlous part of New York which
teemn with uncertainiy, is always
“In the news,” and for that reason
these questions are uppermost in
a reader's mind. They can be
answered briefly.

The village is unquestionably
broad-minded—a clearing house for
talent—a place where the fit sur-
vive—whnere the unfit become-
down-trodden. But In the latter
cases [t |8 only because the person
g0 Involved so decrees. Richard
Hoyt, one of the founders and
oldest residents of the village, hits
the bullseye when he says:

“It s an excellent place for the
strong, though a mighty dangercus
one for the weak. The former type
s benefited by a residence of two
or three years there; he or she may
pe trusted to move away and setile
down later on and start the strent-
ous labor of bullding a career. If
the weak succumb, that s the
price society must expect to pay
for Increased mophistication.”

The social life of the village is
certalnly as important as its busl
ness side—in fact, it Is not exag-
gerating to eay that the former
tukes up most time. The atudent
of art or literary bent cannot con-
centrate, as a rule, for more than
a few hours at a time, witn the
result that in such n cult gayety
muet have more than ita custom-
aryv fling.

It is difficult to state just how
many “villagers" are truly artistic,
even In the broad secpse of the
word, Certainly there are a great
many of them of both sexes—and
‘that they are sincere is shown by
the following protest recently madn
by the League of American Artists,
Ine., many of whose members live
in the village:

“Permons who know nothing
whatever about art move (nto
studios, hiz> models, make a pre-

tense of working an hour or two
a day, but are really there for no
other purpose than to have wild
parties. The studio life gives them
the alibl they want. Modela can
go to and from apartments in an
art colony. The parasites in art
coloniea are there for two pur-
posen, first to seek the prestige of
being artiatic by the posscssion of
a stddio, and second bhecause they
are exempt from curlosity or dan-
ger of detection when theyv adopt
this disguise. It is theae parasites
whom we would like to expel.”
HSuperatition plavs an important
role in the village and the hun-
dreds of thousands of curios which
are sold every vear go not only lo
tourista, but to hahitues of the
colony. .Just now gond luck rings
with myvsterious insignia seem 1o
have the call. When an artist or
writer has some particular!y good
stroke of gopd fortune he or ske
must attribute it to something—
anything except his or her abllity.
Taking it by and Ilarge, the
Greenwich Village resorts, such ns
“The Plirate's Den,'” “Jolly Friare,"
“Red Head,”  “"Bamboo Forests,'
“T. N. T.” and "The Pepper PPot,"”
bohemian as they are, are support-
ed by outsiders The villagers
prefer studio parties
lights  wnljst
exudes gayly from a

themselves
under smothered
exotic music
phonograph

But to call Greenwich Village
wicked or not wicked depends en-
tirely on the point of view. What
one would consider wicked another
would call merely bohemian,

Gireenwich Village is a land of
make-believe—like any other place
one can make it & means of suc-
cees If one puts work above play
The village can make or break any
man or woman—but it is a |lace
which the weak would do wetl 1o
avoid.

Lifeboat Launched.

LONDON, Bept, 30

'NEW motor lifeboat, the
largest and most powerful
afloat, has been launched for the

Royal National Lifeboat Institute
It is called the Barnett Twin Berew
Practieally unsinkable, the Bar-
nett has as many watertight com-
partmentas as a wmodern battle
erulser, Her radius of action Is
anything up to 160 miles.

By KATHLEEN NORRIS -:-

By KATHLEEN NORRIS:

dispassionate consideration that
she would any other man?

This attitude on Peggy's part is
the one invincible argument she
can offer the world as to her
rights, and wrongs, as Bob's wife,

The minute she leaves him ghe
robs herself of her. best defense,
the world ls against Peggy then.
But while she stays with him,
quietly and with self-possession
working out, from the very ma-
terial of fallure, her own life work
her own happiness, her family, her
friends, her whole acquaintance,
have nothing but praise for Peggy.
THE RECOMPENSES
- The more flagrant Bob's miscon-
duct, the more admirable Is
Peggy; her poise and dignity lift
her above his human blundering
and stumbling, and the vesy thing
that has seemed to her her great-
est trial and humiliation bgcomes
a sort of halo about her head.

She has become independent of
Bob: she may be sorvv for him,
she may even be dlstressed and
annoyed by Him, but he touches
her own soul no longer. Bob can
affect Peggy now no more than
the car conductor who Is rude or
the hotel clerk who speaks to her
slangily.

And what s accomplished by
this sacrifice of Peggy's independ-
ence?

Well, In any case, something,
and in some cases a great deal.

If there is a child, that child still
has a home, and a father and
mother. He 18 not dragged about
the world, a forlorn little derelict
regaled upon the bitter tale of his
mother's Wrongs.

Then there {8 one home the more
in the world, and a home with a
interested and developed—if
enmewhat saddened and somewhat
wiser—woman In It. And sooncr
or later that woman gains tha only

husy

true happiness in the world, the
happiness that j= based on the
wonderful old phrase, ""He thar
loseth his life shall find it.”
A GAME WORTH WHILE.

To Peggy, patience, sweetness.

philosophy will become a sort of
game, and the playing of that
game will become the interest of
her life. And her friends will very
quickly come to realize her posi-
tion.

To Peggy divorced, their attitude
will alwave be expressed by a
skeptical, unconcerned ‘“How-do-
vou-like-it?" and “What-on-earth-
can-vou-do-now?" followed by &
wifely, 1 have to go, Peg: George
and T are dining out tonight!’

But about the dignified, strong,
self-sufficient, faithful wife there
will presently be an atmosphere of
“I think yvou're wonderful. George
says he thinks you are simply 8
marvel with Bob. Bob owes every-
thing In the world to you, Peggy.
and T hope he realizes it!"

And then there is other galn.
For we live in a world of miracles,
all worked by the one divine ele-
ment—Love. And which of us
doesn’t know of marriages that
have mysteriously worked out
from utter failure to a generous
measure of success? Which of ue
doesn't know of Bobs who have
really improved, really developed,
under the skillful hands of the
right sort of wife?

I have known of divorces that
were apparently justifiable, and of
second marriages that were unusu-
ally successful. But for each one
of these I know of a score of lone-
some, solitary, Iimpecunious di-
voreed women drifting about the
fringes of soclety, and of a score
of second marriages infinitely more
tragie than the first.

A LIFE WORK.

I know two cases of women who
desperately grasped at second
chances—after the disillusioning
interval between marriages—but
who are still jealously in love with
their first husbands, anxiously in-
torested in all that concerns them,
and resentful of any new interests
—especially of a romantic nature,
on those husbands’' parts.

And I know an enormously rich
woman in the early fortles who is
now trying her fifth marital ex-
perience. I don't have to describe
her to you—you can imagine the
harsh eyes, the high volce, the
noisy self-defense at the first hint
of even Indirect criticilsm., You
know without my saying so that
clothes and bridge are the two real
interests of her life.

And contrasted to these are other
cases: the cases of women who
fought their way through years of
doubt and disappointment, who
kept their own faith high, and who
have triumphantly drawn not only
their own, but their children's and
their husbands' happiness out of
the flames.

For a happy marriage is a life
work. * * *

Do vou really want that divorce?

1928, by the Raepublie
Ayndicats,)
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This Is one of & serfes of Woman
to Woman Tulks on present<day
family and social problems that
Mrs. Norris, Amerioa’s beat loved
and most popular woman writer, Is
writing eapecially for The Waah-
ington Times. Another talk will
be printed next Bunday.
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